THE    GREEN   EDGE   OF   ASIA

bushes sprang and bounced about me, I slipped and
swung and jumped down towards the valley.

Below me I could see blue figures gather by a
thatched farm and stare up. I came on down, while
the dog barked and barked hysterically. Now I could
see brown curious faces, shaded by hands. I smiled
at them and they smiled at me, and the farmer said
in Chinese as plain as could be, "That's a fane walk
you've taken!" I laughed, and they all laughed, while
they tried to silence the dog. The path crossed a
stream, and the farmer joined me while I sat taking
the stones out of my shoes, and walked with me to
show me how not to get misled by the paths among
the terraces of tea-bushes. Then he stopped, and
waved to me, and I saw his brown face under his great
straw hat, and his wife and daughter standing outside
the farm door in their blue cotton smocks as they
shielded their eyes against the sun which was setting
in their faces.

I stopped and I looked at them. I had seen them all
before, all three of them. I had seen them at the same
moment, on the same evening, in the same light. I
had seen them in Austria and Italy and Spain. I saw
them now on the way to the Monastery of the Rule
of Peace; and I hoped they might receive it. For it
was all they asked.